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This word bears, indeed, an ominous insinu-
ation ; but at Eton it is not so disreputable as
It sounds. The shuffler ever employs what
ingenuity he may be gifted with, in contriving
how he may do as little in school, and as much
out of it, with the least possible flogging; and
it is astonishing to what a nicety this calcu-
lation can be reduced, and to what a degree of
perfection a boy*s powers for it may be brought,
by constant and careful cultivation.
Yet I was, I think, far from being an idle
boy. I neglected my studies, not to become
listless and unemployed, but that I might earn
more time for other, and, as most persons
would think, less edifying pursuits, and was
therefore invariably devoted to cricket, rowing,
and foot-ball matches.
This, then, was the good or ill effect which
resulted from the chance of circumstance. My
father had at once concluded, that send a boy
to Eton, pay the yearly bills, and his education
was infallibly insured*
From the moment that I entered the college,
I had been carelessly placed far above my ac-
quirements; and constant flogging was inevi-
table, for a year or two at least, until, perhaps,
by close application, I had made myself equal
to my daily tasks. But this was a prospect by
far too distant to be entertained by a boy of
nine years old; for it is the ambition of a boy